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A Strenuous Process, of Which the | ,
Stage Manager Bears the Burden
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If any one belleves that musical comedy
is the synonym of a life of dalliance and
ease such a believer should have stepped
into the last rehearsal of “Mr. Wix of Wick-
ham” before it went to be tried on the coun-
try canine, previous to its grand entrée
into New York. In comparison with the
strenuousness of this rehearsal the average
strenuous life is as a limp stick of overdone
spaghetti to an oak tree.

You breathed strenuosity as you came
along Sixth avenua and heard a strange
conglomeration of sounds, partly music
and partly sulphur. The music belonged
to the score, and it was real music. The
rest didn't, but it was real, too.

Musical comedy is to be again the strong
drawing card of the theatres fhis season
John Wagner, one of the collaborators of
thia particular comedy, says it is because
people want to see pretty girls, and hear
catchy music, and don't want to be troubled
with the intricacies of Ihsenesque problems
and Maeterlinckian meanderings.  The
theatra must be what dessert is to dinner;
not too heavy nor too sweet nor too
indigesatible, but agreeably frothy.

All over the flight of stairs leading to |
the big room in Lyric Hall where “Mr. |
Wix" was rehearsing one steppad over
chorus girls swapping summer vacation
experiences. Possibly the nearneas to the
summer vacation may have accounted for
the extra amount of vitality that went
into the rehearsal; it possessed all the ele-
ments of vigorous muscles, fresh voioes
and unlimited enthusiasm, which would
be hard to account for in any other way.

It was not technically a dress rehearsal;
in another sense it was, for avery kind and |
wariety of costume was exhibited.

There was the girl in white piqué, with, |

mugical comedy economists.
There was a young woman with a cham-
pompadour which had shifted to

pagne
leeward in the mélée of the opening | or guardians. There must be runaways
chorus, who wore champagne colored | and heart wrecking experiences. There

shoes, had her dress pinned firmly and
high on either side with eafety pins and
her sleeves rolled up to the elbow. She
had none of the hauteur which comes with
the possession of chauffeurs. Her domicile
might be a hall bedroom, but her ambition
was limitless,

Thera was the little demure Miss, gowned
in black, who looked at the director shyly
with a lisp in her eye and a wink to her
French accent. This was Mlle. Marie, as it
turned out later.

There was the injured wife, fresh from
the laundry. She was very much injured,

#s there was a great deal of her. Her net
weight is  more than 200 pounds,
while her height would put the typical

American girl, as represented on a magazine,
to everlasting shame. She announced her-
self as “not slirn, but prepossessing.”

It is easy, even in the confusion that
hypnotizes one's selective faculty at first,
to pick out the leading lady. She walks
about the room, when the atage manager
allows her, as a Duke's daughter never
does in real life, but always does in a musical
comedy.

Icars and eyes soon become used to the
confusion; lungs easily breathe the dust
of shuffiing feet, and then you discern in
one comer a group of men dancing a sailor's
hornpipe; you know they are sailors and
that the dance is @ hompipe because every
once in a while they pull hand over hand on
an imaginary rope. Just in the same
way you know that the four girls bent at
right angles, wiggling their chignons and

*NOT SBLIM, BUT PREPOSSEBSING,”

white shoes, a big lace hat covered with

roses and a baby stare, which she
turned on the frolicsome Kangaroo, known
to his family and friends as Mr. Davc Abra-
ham, at irregular Intervals, whenever it
became neoessary for the Kangaroo, who
also acts as ballet master, to remind her
that it was necessary to move her feet as
well as her eyes in the dance.

There was the row of automobile girls
who keep their own chauffeurs and still
have money on a chorus girl'ssalarv. They
are known to the manag-ment as the
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Amid the turmoil of domestic poiitios and
foreign war it is well to kecp an cye on the
stellar universe. Afterthe familiar evaip!s
of the mariner taking his bearings we sl:ull

thus be able to see where we are in the great |
tide of cosmica! affairs, and it may do us no ‘

harm to find that after all, our little agita-
tions have only stirred up the local dust.
The astronomers keeping their gaze on
far off things may not represent the popular
idea of good citizenship, but they are at
heart quite as patriotic as the average man,

‘and their studies of stars and planets afford

valuable lessons for home application.
It is well worth anybody’s wliile to take

a glance at the sky through the haze of these |

September evenings. There are two or
three things of unusual interest to be seen
there. In the first place there is the planet

. Saturn paying us a visit again.

You may see him shining very con-
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| not trouble you at ah,
| at a musical comedy, so anything may hap-

| striotly to the rules,

taking tiny steps very hurriedly are Chinese
maidens. Just what sailors and Chinese
maidens have to do_ with “Mr. Wix" does
You know you are

pen,

But elastic as are the limitatious of musi-
cal comedy, there are certain stringent
rules which may not be defied and are
strictly adhered to in “Mr. Wix." The
Duke always wears a heavy black cord to
his eyeglasses and his buttonhole is adorned
with an orchid. In the absence of the
orchid at rehearsal he wears a china aster
and so announces his identity, if there
should be any question about it.

The course of true love does not run
smooth., Old Jove has its bank account
and its way of adjusting difficulties, but
young love must have implacable papas

must be bloodshed or threatening of the
same. Incognitos and complications must
ensue—and you must know just as soon
as you look at Young Love that it is all
coming right. You mustn't be kept one
moment on the rack, or you might just as
well be at an Ibsen drama. You must not
be obliged to hold your head between your
hands in the interval between Acts 1. and
II. and say, “Did She Fall or Was She
Pushed?” You must know as soon as you
gee Lady Belty and Mr. Tom that the mar-
riage bells are in tune and only waiting
for their cue. And to do the collaborators
of “Mr. Wix" justice, they have adhered

In fact, the only person who did worry
baatine

N
THE PRENOH PART WITH A DASH OF GINGER.

at this rehearsal was the stage manager.
If there ever was an overworked and under-
rated individual it is the stage manager of
a musical comedy. There must be a spesal
golden coronet waiting for him hereafter,
for he certainly doesn't get his due here.

Touching stories are told occasionally
of the badly treated chorus girl, the pale
and ansmic victim of a brutal stage mana-
ger who lacerates her fine feelings with his
coarse and ribald jests, who has no mercy
on her weakness or charity for her sensitive
spirit. If Mr. Ricketts. stage manager of
“Mr. Wix," is the type of stage managers who
take charge of musical comedies, then to
the timber line with all pity for the pom-
padoured and pampered maiden of the
chorus.

These chorus girls looked as if they had
three meals a day and feared no hold-ups
of salary receipts. The stage manager
alone was worn to a shadow, had a hoarse
voice and the general air of working over-
time. Through the din of amatory con-
fidences, the beating of time and the hum-
ming of some of the catchy airs, you heard
his raucous acoents:

“Never yet was the time and the place
together. Never yet!”

He probably wasn't thinking of Brown-

LAST CHANCE TO SEE SATURN'S RINGS.

and is maintzired in position by virtue of
niotion reanyfold more rapid than that of
the pwiftest caunon ball,

It beliooves any one who may desire to |
sea Satorg in his most attractive aspect |
not to lose the present opportunity. As
| has been said, the rings,are closing up.

Next year when the planet again com:s
into a favorable position their oval will
be distinctly narrower than it is now, and
by 1007 they will bo entirely closed, or
edgewise, so that only a few powerful

|
| telescopes will be able to show them in |
! of Jupiter would be to open too long a

| the form of a slender luminous line.

|  After that they will begin to open again,
gradually disclosing their southern sides.

rings that catches the sunlight and is
visible to us,
1t is worth remarking that the new ninth

| satellite of Saturn, named Phoebe, was |

spicuously in the south between 9 and 10 |

o'clock. If you have a telescope with which
to look at him there is an optical feast for
you.
ful than at their present inclination, for
year by year they are slowly closing up,
i. e., getting edgewise to the earth, and

His rings never appear more beauti- |

just now their plane is inclined about 1& |

degrees to our line of sight, so that they
appear in the form of a narrow oval with

the ball of the enclosed planet projecting |

on either side of them.

It is strange sight—that huge world
haloed like the head of a saint with a golden
circlet, especially when we remember that
that oirclet is almost 170,000 miles across

seen for the first time by human eyes at |
the Yerkes observatory on the night of |
Aug. 8. It required the utmost powers of |
the greatest telescope in the world toreveal |
it, the observers being Prof. E. E. Barnard

and Piof. H H, Turner, the latter a visitor |
fron: England. Heretofore Phoebe has

been known only through its faint image

on photographic plates.

Bt a greater planet than Saturn is now
also on exhibition Jupiter. About 8 o'clock
yvou will see him in the east, and there is
nothing there or, at present, elsewhere in |
the sky able to rival him.

His unmatched spleador identifies him,
Viewed simply with the naked eye he is a

At present it is the northern surface of the |

forinidable sight. A short time ago the
writer eaw him rise above the blaze of the
electric illumination at the world's ex-
position in St. Louis, and he was like a king
at the spectacle.

Over the roof of the great white buildings,
their cornices and pinnacles aflame with a
million lights, he soared serene, super-
eminent, irresistible, drawing the eye
after him. It was a greater world glancing
down upon the concentrated display of the
highest achievements of his lesser sister,

To speak of the telescopic attractions

chapter. Great things are going on upon
his broad surface; true world-ahaking'-
and perhaps world-making events. It is a
gcene of tremendous activities, a marvel-
lous display of changing shapes and colors,
| the interpretation of which remains to be
| found.

Nor are Saturn and Jupiter the sum of
the planetary wornders now illuminating
the heavens, Low in the sunset the watch-
ful eye may catch the gleam of Venus,
But her reign is yet to come; rhe is still

too near the god of day to escape the con-
trast of his overpowering brilliance.

Every evening, however, she gets a
little further from him, and by the time
the November frosts have begun to

bite the last leaves from the trees, and |
victors in the |

when the bonfires of the
Preeidential election are reddening the
night, ghe will have assumed her throne,

| the undeniable queen, in whose presence
even Jupiter himself will sink to a lower |

rank, while all the «tars :alute her.
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NICKEL NOVEL PIRATES.
Peopular Literature Ralded to .S;I:ppl,\' Them
: With Plots,
“The modern dime novel, or, rather,

the nickel novel,” raid an author, “has

descended into a system of plagiarism.

No longer does the penny-a-liner depend
on a vivid imagination for his effects,
*The old time writers of sensational
novels, like 'Gene Sawyer, who created
the original Nick Carter, did splendid
feats with the imagination. It took a
vivid pipe dreamer w think up a new
wild tale every week. The degenerate
hhn:oq of .mrxlio‘rn da]vu doesn’'t m:-rwor}k
t imagination—only the 00C ight
the’, agi \ g rig

*I learned this first when I was in col-

, I picked up one day a dime novel
which ran on a series like ‘Old Nick Carter’
chronicling weekly the adventures of an
In that ecial novel
the hero doing athletio stunts

ale,
*I badr't read three pages before I recog-

|

nized it as a rehash of ‘Harry's Career in
Yale, which I had just read. The dime
novel—or, rather, nickel novel—writer had |
taken the plot of ‘Harry's Career,’ cut out |
the love passagee, touched uF the high
lights, put in a villain, and hashed it all up
in fervid language and ghort paragraphs.
In NI”““ places he'd swiped the language
bodily. 1

“1 bought that series every week for some
time, Kight straight through it- was a !
rehash of the college stories which were so |
| popular about that time. '

“Iwas graduated soon after, and like most
college graduates of literary ambitions, I
Ful»lishm! a book of college stories. In a

ow weeks, 1 had che satisfaction of seeing
m_\"{nlnm rehashed in this series.

“Then 1 began to investigate detective
stories, and [ realized at once what a hoon
to the GGrub street novelist Sherlock Holmes
had been.

“You remember that in one of Doyle's
tales Sherlock Holmes finds a tunnel unaer
a street hy driving a heavy truck over it.
There it was, workea over on the third page.

“The next nickel novel I tackled had
worked over ‘The Red Headed League.'
And 8o on, clear down the line.

| cheap sensational novel

“Anna Katherine Green has been swiped*

extensively for this purpose. Lately the
have been running gtrong on the old rrmug
detective stories, 1 found that one nickdl
novelist, more painstaking than the rest,
had patched up a number from parts of
Conan Doyle, Anna Katherine Green and
Gaboriau.

*The increasing literary demandgs of the
country have brought all this about, I sup-
pose. The taste for good reading has |
grown amazingly, but the hunger for the
has grown also.
There isn't enough imagination to go around,
80 the publishers of cheap stuff have had to
devise a come-easy scheme. :

“I once asked a publisher whose wares
have been widely stolen in this manner
why he didn't sue for infringement of copy-
right. He said that this stealing doesn't
do any real harm.

“The messenger boys and bootblacks
who buy nickel novels never heard of Sher-
lock Holmee, and would never think of buy-
ing a book costing more than five cents,
Tre only real advantage of a copyright
suit would be advertising, and he didn't
think that advertising of that kind would
pay him."

ings poews vit it sounded remarkably
like plagiaris:w..

“Do you say ‘the shock has unnerved
me’ as If you were asking for cream on your
oatmeal at breakfas'? Do, you? Do you?

i
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THE LEAPING KANGAROO,

Well, if you don't, try it again and ray ‘the
shock has unnerved me' as if it really had.”
By this time the shock really has and the
victim responds to that effect.
“Ladics! Are you at a visiting party
or at a rehearsal? If you are not at a re-
hear:al, you might as well sit down and go

home.”

Just how this was to be accomplished
at one and tha same time the stage man-
ager was too agitated to explain.

And again: “When you see me slapped in
the face, laugh—this way.” :

That was easy and the cue being given

“THIS IS NOT A VISITING

A young man who was formerly a resi-
dent of Newark and is now engaged in go-
ing about theworld taking cinematograph
pictures, returned to Paris recently after
a long stay with the Russian forces in Man-
churia. He relates some of hisexperisnces
in a letter to a friend in Newark. He says

| the Russian soldier drinks altogether too

rhuch vodka.

“You are right,” he writes; “I have seen |
my |

gights which will never fade from
memory, but do not envy e, becausa |
have bought my experience dearly. 1 foar
1 shall regret it as long aa I live, for 1
have returned a wreck as far as health is
concerned, having put up with privation
and worry among a crowd worse than sav-
ages.
all my experiences in the Far
tell all I krow of how the Kn
hecause ve are doing a big business wich
Russia and should | offend them I could not
sell my goods there,

“I am not a temperance man myeself, but
a fine sermon could be preached by one
using the Russians as an example of what

+

 nor

Ratticsnake Seminoles’ Messenger,

M uskogee correapondence Kansas City Jovrnal.
Great consternation was created among
the miembers of the Seminole council at We-
woka yesterday, when a large rattlesnake
klided into the tent where the arsemblage
wag being addressed _hy the attorney of the
nation, Capt. A.J. McKennon. Capt. McKen-
non was about to kill the snake, when one of
the councilmen stopped him, explaining in
broken English: “Him rattlesnake; he come
to Seminole council: no other gnake do that.
He sent br (ireat Spirit.  He go South: that
mean Mexico. Wao must all go Mexics soon.’
The captain was told that the rattlesnake
had long been a messenger to the Senpinole
tribe from the Great Spirit. They told him
that just before their fight with Jackson in

| the South, many moons ago, a great rattle-

enake crawled from the bank of a lake and
came into camp. The medicine men as-
sembled and told the members of the tribe
that great trouble was about to come upon
them. They would have a great fight, and,
as the snake went west, a part of the tribe
would be driven West. They said that the

rattlesnake had been looked upon as a mes- '

senger ever ginoe.

Unfortunately I cannot make public |

\|

PARTY; IT'S A REMEARSAL!"

THE RUSSIAN ARMY'S THIRST.

| drink will do. As a matter of fact, as far
as the Russain Army isconcerned, it seems
more like a ‘boozing' expedition than a
1 war. From morning to night vou see
| them at it, drinking infernal vodka or
" alcohol, out of salad bowls, teacups and all
manner of receptacles,

“T have been as far as Newchwang, which
the Russiaus at that time thought would
never fall into the hands of the Japs. They
had two divisions placed at this point,
but the soldiers were s0 busy with the
aleohol that they found no time to find out
U what the Japs were doing, until one day
they awoke, too late, as you know from
the newspaper accounts of doings hera.

“Travel on Baikal Lake for five days
in pursuit of pictures, during a temperature
varying from 25 to4d degrees below zero,
i# not warm work. Still less did T enjoy
'.nl- stay in prikon as a suspicious indi-
vidual

“Being in the drug business it may ine
terest von to hear that I have seen five
sucks which were supposed to -contain
quinine opened and found to contain noth-
ing more valuable than common salt, These
arrived.at the Red Cross Hospital at Harbin,
Evidently somae one had pocketed the dif-
ference in price.”
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Chinese Rebely Led by American M. D,
From the Atianta Constitution.

Letters recelved In Atlenta from Roy S, Ande;
son, son of Dr. David L. Anderson, the well known
\h-n.nrlbo missionary 10 China,. who now holds
the chalr af Eoglish In Soochow ., University, . Soo-

| ehow, China, states that great uncaslness {s felt
over the recemt Boxer disturbancees lo the Provinee
of Kwangsl, where the repels are being led by Sun
Vun, a ChinamAn who was educated In America,
holding an M. 1. degree from an Amertean uni
versity,

| Mr. Anderson writes

“We arc all In a stir out here In the Orient over
the war and the recent disturbances ln the Province
of kwangsl. ‘The Chlnese
rebeiled agalnst the Government troops, and the
Government troops have surrendered right along
voluntarily- so It goes In Chlna, Here 18 a Chinese

| proverb: ‘I am a soldier when | am a soldier and

| 1 am a robber when | am not a seldler.” This is

| the lteral transiation which, of course, seems
crude, vet you can tell what | am driving at

“The rehels are being led by Sun Vun, a returned

| student from the United States, He recelved the
degree of M. D. wiille In the States. He was called
to Kwangsl about three weeks ago, and the rebels
I elected him  thelr leader by & unanimous vote,
I really don't know what the outcome of It will
be, but It seems now to be affecting a §ood many
parts of China that seem to be ‘raw.’

a crépe band on his arm: “Say ‘The only

success of tha ensemble.

| brow, sinks down' as if he never would havey,
| strength to rise again, and announces to one
‘

|

| to the water's edge, when we saw ahead!

the pupil _hh;hod with_ spirit.
Then to' a chorus man with a red tie and

girl I ever loved,' as If you were saying it
for the firgt time in your life.”

_ That is more difficult, but the chorun}
man triea to remember how he did say it
once. When he has finished, a piping
voice from a far corner cracks the silence,

“He said he took a different girl out every
night this summer. 1 said that was easy;
the hard thing was to take the same girl
out every night.”

And the stage manager: “Ladies!
this a rehearsal or is it a menagerie?”

Dust, confusion and the mingled hum |
of reminiscences die out and the words
of one of the popular-to-be refrains succeed:

In summer time,

When skies are blue,

There's one day that is my day,
And that's the day

That comes hetween

The Saturday and Monday.

Little groups about the room take up
the refrain. The man at the piano, his
head turned toward the room, emphasizes:
it by staocato motions of the chin.

The Frolicsome Kangaroo takes this op-
portunity to come down centre, his feet
orossed as a kangaroo walks in a musical

Is

| comedy, and rants at some chorus maidens

whoare chewing gum and are not wiggling |
their pompadours with just the amount
of verve that is deemed necessary to the

Then, having reduced the chorus into
pulp for & minute, the stage manager turns
his attention to the stars, whom he treats

THE LOVE BONG WITHOUT WORDS.

with a little more amenity, but not enougk
to spoil them.
One of the trio of comedians engages

his attention.
“Why don't you put some tang into ity

man? You might as well be playing
Hamlet.”

The comedian, who has been kept busy
making’ entrances “with his companior§
through the barriers of chairs and choru¥
girls, speaks with a hoarse voice that can
only be heard about a foot away:

“(an't speak. Been to rehearsals twice a;
day for two weeks. I've got to go to bed
and rest.”

“Well, go to bed."

Then thie stage manager takes the score,
and recites in a dirge-like voice the lines of .
some one who has not yet appeared atf.ﬂ
rehearsal

“White gloves?
1 suppose you want white gloves,
all out of white gloves."

He interrupts himself to say:

“Sh! Sh! Sh! (o out.upper right—.
upper right. Oh, why are you so densc?”

Then he wipes the perspiratiou from his

You said white gloves?:
We are

of the musical collaborateurs who issitting
by with a straw in his mouth to show which

;ly the wind of popular favor is going to
low:

“ILet anybody that thinks it's easy to
manage a musical comedy try his hand at
it once— just once.”

The collaborateur announces that he,
personally, has no time, but when the piece
is doing a hundred night circuit right here
in New York—-—

“Yes," @ays the stage manager, pessi-
mistically, “that's the time the stage man-
ager's forgotten.”

One of the pompadoured etars trips over
to another of the composers and aeks for
her song, which comes next,

The composer in question i8 a news-
paper man with the tenete of hiscraft. Hea
can write only when his time is all up, the
boy waiting for copy and the presses hot,

“But, my dear girl, the piece don't open
until Monday, and it's Saturday night,
Why, of course, the songs will be ready on
time. Don't you worry.”

8Bhe goes back tearfully, while the com-
poser explaing to hls neighbor:

“Never heard of such a thing. Expect
to have the songs ready beforehand? Why,
you can't turn songs out that way. What
are they thinking of ?"

While the neighbor is pondering over this,
the chorug, refreshed by a series of téte-4-
{Ates, dives suddenly for the middle of the
room. Again, dust, confugion, waving
arms and shuffing feet. From the con-
fusion rises the refrain:

And when [ come back home from travelling abroad,
You bet your boots I'll have a handie to my name,
And the chorus lifts imaginary monocles

“to real eyes and walks with the exaggeratad
| swagger which has come to be linked in

the public eye with the titled Englishman--
in musical comedy. The iron bound rules

| of that form of entertainment are eafe
| for the time,

Then come other songs and choruses,
which will be responsible, if “Mr. Wix*
proves asuccess: “Her First Can-Can,® “The
New York Way,” “Angling by a Babbling
Brook,” “Military Maids” and “Bluff” sung
even at the rehearsal with an abandon and
vitality which if adhered to will put new
life into the gallery critic.

Through song and chorus is heard the
warning cry of the stage manager, who
is apparently determined to be pleased
wltg nothli‘ng:l B dea)

“Step Lively! eep _on oing!
some ginger into that l“mnchg song,
member this isn't a funeral procession.”

And over and over, untiring—*“active,®
unabashed by criticism, the chorus girls
and men repeat and repeat and repeat,
as if they knew not weariness. Apparently
in the bright lexicon beyond the footlights
there is no such word as fail.

At 11 o'clock the chorus girl gives a lon
wild whoop. Rehearsal is over; but dred?
Not a bit.

One is heard saying to another.

“ Just as soon go all over it agalin.”

The enthusiasm {8 a fathomless fund,
But if any one thinks musical comedy an
easy roas to success try to write one,
sing in it or even attend its rehearsal,

Put

V7 /
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KERN AT THE PIANO.

A DOLL'S CAMP IN

THE ADIRONDACHS.

“All sorts of luxuries are provided now- |
adays for dolls, as you know, I suppose,|
children, better than 1 do,” said Uncle Hi-
ram, “but let me tell you of something:
that Philip and 1 saw this summer in the
Adirondacks that was, maybe, different:
from anything you ever did see.

“We were paddling along one day in a |
canoe along the shores of a beautiful quies |
lake there, surrounded by mountains ml‘1
covered with trees that came right down,

standing in the woods in a level spot, & |
very pleasant and comfortable looking |

| house, two stories high, built of logs witk

|
l
|

the bark on, so that outside this house
matched in well with the trees all aroun(z
it and looked as natural as could be. I#%:
had a nice veranda all around it, and it cer-
tainly did look like a very pleasant place
to live in.

“And then right down at the water's:
edge, a little to one side from the front of!
this house, the people that lived there
had their boathouse, also built of logs and

| two stories high, with sleeping rooms up-

| stairs and the whole downstairs all open

| nice camp

. aliv

for their boats.

“They had a float out in front in the lake |
for them to land at, and they could just |
pull their guide boats and canoes out of
the water on this float, and then right |
up into the boathouse, where they kept |
them when they were not in use.

“And Philip and I thought that was a
vou know they call many such
places camps in the Adirondacks—and we
were keeping our eyes on it as we paddled
along, when all of a sudden we ouug'ht sight
of the dolls' camp that 1 was going to tell
you abolut, right at the edge of the water. |

“This dolls’ camp, which no doubt bhe- !
longed to the children that lived in the |

house just back in the woods, was all com- ]

plete, but it was just a little different from
the big camp because instead of having a
living house and then a boat house, it had
g house and an open camp; and the |

house stood close to the water, because |

' they used that for a hoat house as well as |

for a living house. [I'll tell you about that

| house firat,

In that province have !

“It was a very comfortable dolls' house,
and it had in it evervthing that any doll
could want, or at least everything that any
doll could need for comfort in the woods. |

' It had a nice bed, and in one corner a dress-

ing table with dolls’ combs and brushes and
thinge, and then it-had some chairs and a
couch.

“And then it had a stove, with all sorts
of cooking utensils, and there was another
table, which 1 suppose must have been
their dining table. There was a lamp on
this table, but the dolls didn't bhave it

lighted when we saw it, [ suppose becaure
this was in the daytime.

“This dolls' house had only one big room
in it, and you remember .1 told you they
used it for a boat house, tuo; and when we
saw it there were two dolls’ canoes resting
on the floor, near the front of the house,
Iging there just as they had been left when
they were drawn out of the water.

“There were two dolls in the house that
day, one of them lying down on the couch
1 told you about, and the other in a dolls’
hammock that was strung up across one

! corner of the house, and both of them, as

far as we could see, fast asleep, I supposa
they had been out ﬁnddling in those two
canoes we saw on the floor, and got tired
and were lying down now to take a little
rest. And now I'll tell you about the open
camp.

'\%u know they build various sorts of

| open camps in the woods, a common kind
being one made with sides and back built

of logs, and having a sloping roof, higher
at the front than the back, and all open in
front. They build a fire there when it's
cold to keep the people in the camp warm
and they cover the ground inside of this
camp, or log shelter, all over with balsar
boughe for the people staying in it to sleep
on, A common gize for such a camp wouldl
be one big enough for three or four people
to sleep in.

“Well, right near the dolls' house was
the dolls' open camp, built in every way
just like the open camps for big folks, log
sides and back, only made of little logs,
you know, and covered on the top just tha
same, and with the ground inside all coverad
over thickly with balsam boughs just the
same, and this camp big enough for threa
or four dolls, and there were two dolls in
there asleep, as we passed by. Been out
in the canoes with the dolls in the house, I
suppose.

retty nice sort of a camp, that dolls’
camp, wasn't it?" said Uncle Hiram as ha
finished telling ahout it and looking emil-
ingly around upon the circle of children.

And they all agroad that it was,
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